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VIOLfeTS. 

A LL flowers are sweet; but those my heart doth love 

The best, 
Bloom where the eyes are closed and hands are crossed 

At rest. 

All flowers are sweet; but these fair blossoms spread 

With dew, 
Call back the mother-eyes, so sad, so sweet, 

So blue! 

To-day I feel a breath; the curtains swing; 

Apart, 
And memories, like silver mist, float 'round 

My heart. 

I hear the echo of a song sung long 

Ago, 
As 'mid the nestling leaves it wanders to 

And fro; 

The while the perfumed dew falls on my heart 

Like rain, 
And scent of violets — she loved them so ! — 

Gives pain. 
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DUSK. 

"POLDED leaf and folded wing, 
Skies await their blossoming; 
Stilly air and stilly steeps, 
Over which the new moon peeps. 

Night winds 'mid the poplar leaves, 
Fairy hands among the sheaves; 
Dove-notes in the mountain pass, 
Down the lane a lad and lass. 

Hazy hills and hazy woods, 

Sea waves don their nun-like hoods, 

Chanting low a vesper hymn 

To the sand, grown gray and dim. 

Curfew bells in yonder tower 
Toll the fall of angel hour; 
Benediction in the air, 
Time of peace and time for prayer. 
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SEPTEMBER LIGHT. 

TT lay across the fields at morn, 

A tinted breath just newly born 
Of amber grain and tasselled corn. 

A pink cloud floating idly by • 

Seemed sent to bear it through the sky 
And lay it at His feet on high. 

It slept upon the hills at noon, 

A drowsy spirit in a swoon, 

Lulled by a tender, dreamland tune. 

At twilight hour across the sea 
It trailed its garments dreamily 
And seemed a pleading prayer to be, 

A prayer from out the heart that grieves, 
O'er tangled vines and withered leaves 
And whispers low "Accept my sheaves." 
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Beneath the moon I saw it last, 
A something trembling, fading fast, 
A yellow phantom of the past. 

Pointing beyond the mist of tears, 
To fields of full and ripened ears, 
The harvest time of endless years. 
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CONTRA COSTA. 



T OW, rolling hills so deftly touched 

By Ceres' golden wand, 
With hints of shadowed valleys 

Which lie beyond, 
And bits of beach and pearl-fringed strand 
Where dimpled wavelets kiss the sand. 

Ravines with emerald leaf embowered, 
Cool, sylvan streams below, 

Which through the sheltered San Ramon 
In silence flow; 

O'er low bank leans the chaparral, 

List'ning to what the waves may tell. 

San Pablo glimmers through the trees, 
Soft sounds its vesper bell, 

Diablo towers above the scene, 
Its sentinel, 

With far, blue hills that melting lie 

Amid a sea of sunset dye. 
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EYES. 

"DABY eyes! 

Looking out in sweet surprise, 
Soft reflecting in their depths 

All the mother's love; 
O, may sorrow never blight 
These two flowers of heavenly light, 

Gathered from above. 

Laughing eyes! 
Looking O so wondrous wise, 
Then with mirth and mischief filled 

Till they dance with glee! 
O without the laughing eye 
Twinkling in life's sombre sky, 

Think how dark 'twould be! 

Dreamy eyes! 
What fair scene so far off lies? 
Is it gleam of pearl-white sail 
Far across the sea, 
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Or some heavenly vision bright, 
Melting in the soft twilight, 
Seen alone by thee? 

Folded eyes! 
On the breast a white rose lies, 
But they cannot see the flower 

Through the silk-fringed door; 
Far beyond the veil of night 
Open they in heaven's light, 

Closing nevermore! % 
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DAT-DREAMING. 

A MID the sheltering hills I lie, 
At peace with all the world, 
The flag of discontent is furled, 
At peace I lie. 

Cornfields and deeply laden boughs 
Lie in a mystic swoon, 
A linnet trills a dainty tune 
Amid the boughs. 

A crystal clearness steeps the air, 
The far-off hills seem near, 
And low of cattle greets the ear 
On clover air. 

In foam-like wave the cloudlets sail 
Amid a sapphire sea, 
A breeze comes over hill and lea, 
And off I sail! 

Good bye, good bye, fair summer day, 
For Dreamers' Isle I sail, 
Good bye, but I'll return, sweet vale, 
Perhaps to-day! 
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TO ONE AWAY. 

A DREAM came in the night, 

I thought you near, 
The autumn winds outside 

Stood still to hear, 
I thought I heard your voice, 

Our hands, they met — 
Why should I wake to find 

The pillow wet? 

A thought came in the spring, 

Would that your hands 
Might part the gloom which lies 

Between the lands; 
But no, with April tears 

Come fond regrets, 
A sad heart and a grave 

With violets. 



1* 
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Dear one, so near to me 

In thought and dream, 
It cannot be so very far 

Across the stream, 
I pluck a violet from thy grave 

And on its breath 
I send these simple lines to thee, 

Past life, past death. 
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AFTER THE BENEDICTION. 

HP HE tossing of laces and feathers, 
The gleaming of silks and gems, 
(Is vanity one of the diamonds 
In the heavenly diadems?) 

A bow to fame and to beauty, 

A smile for the millionaire, 
(Would they touch the seamless garment, 

If He should enter there?) 

In a far, back pew a stranger 

Let fall a tear to-day, 
(O tears are pearls in the kingdom 

Which fadeth not away!) 

And she passed out all unnoticed, 

On into the crowded street, 
(But I think when she enters heaven, 

His welcoming smile will be sweet.) 



20 A ROSARY OF RHYME. 



TOGETHER. 

t 

A H the meeting time! O Love, how sweet 
The spring-time scented air, 
When May-bells ring a merry chime, 

And tinkle everywhere; 
When bird-wings bear o'er southern slope 
The scent of musk and heliotrope, 
And bird-songs, sweet and sweeter growing 
First woo the roses into blowing. 



And the summer-time! O Love, haw bright 

The amethystine skies; 
How fair each bud and leaf and spray 

When seen through lovers eyes! 
O silver stars of summer eves, 
O moonlight on the ivy leaves, 
Fair, fair your sheen (but O the gleaming 
Of lovelight in her fond eyes beaming!) 
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Think not of parting! Love, not yet 

The fateful words repeat! 
When leaves drift down the dusty path 

And no more gleams the wheat — 
When far to south the sweet birds fly 
And early tears bedim the sky, 
'Twere surely best in autumn weather 
That hearts should closely cling together. 



So no fear have we — my Love and I — 

Of barren hills and rain, 
The drip of eaves and song of birds 

Melt in one tender strain. 
Sweet flowers blossom in the heart, 
When rose and violet depart; 
The love-bird sings through wintry weather, 
The while we list its song together. 
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IN THE NIGHT. 

T OPE the window blind and look 

Across the night, 
Above, the angels trail their robes 

Of silver white. 

Afar, a cloud hangs in the sky, 

'Tis dark below, 
And stars hide in the mist, like flowers 

Beneath the snow. ' 



To-night, upon my happy heart 

The starlight falls, 
And Care and Sorrow stand without 

The moonlit walls. 

To-night, between some hearts and heaven 

Clouds darkly lie, 
And some souls wake and weep beneath 

A starless sky. 
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A BIRD AND A FLOWER. 

r "P HERE'S a bird with a voice so faultless 

And with strains so pure and sweet, 
That the very angels in heaven 

Might worship and fall at its feet; 
Yes, fall 'mid the honey-dewed clover 

And lie in a breathless swoon, 
The while in o'er-hanging branches 

The birdling trilletha tune. 

There's a flower that is almost human, 

Its soul is a wond'rous thing! 
And it asks no tint from the rainbow, 

Or hue from the butterfly's wing; 
Its form is more fair than the eve flower 

That far in the sky-meadow lies, 
And sweeter its breath than the zephyrs 

That float over Paradise. 

Not of the sordid world are these a part, 
They sing and blossom in the maiden's heart. 
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CALIFORNIA IN JUNE. 

O UCH a wealth of bird and bee and blossom, 

Such a gleam of butterfly and brook, 
Amethystine sky and dreamy mountain, 

Grassy slope and willow-bowered nook; 
Flowers look up to greet the sweet sky's blueness, 

Birds fly down to kiss the dewy green, 
Up and down, around, across and over 

Trails the summer robe of nature's queen. 



Hints of new-mown hay float down the hillside, 
Sweet wild-roses light the thicket gloom, 

Wind waves sweep with swift and fairy lightness 
O'er the tranquil fields of emerald bloom; 

Up the cool ravines the wild doves cooing 

* 

Mingles with the sighing of the breeze, 
Far across the plain the landscape glimmers 
Through the leafy vistas of the trees. 



CALIFORNIA IN JUNE. 25 

Trailing berry vines and ivy creepers 

Deck the dusty road in gay attire, 
Bluebells ring a merry chime of summer, 

Scarlet-runners set the woods on fire; 
While above the scene in lofty grandeur 

Snow-capped mountains stand in deathly calm, 
And while yet I gaze a something thrills me — 

Nature chanting one melodious psalm. 
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A TWILIGHT SONG. 

I. 

T^OW gently falls the purple light 

O'er wooded hill and flowery dell, 
While dusky grows the birdling's flight 

As dimly sounds the evening bell; 
Faint blushes tinge the mountain height, 

The firefly glimmers in the vale, 
And echo through the wavering light 

The notes of meadow-lark and quail. 

II. 

Day-toil is o'er; as wanes the light 

And shadows fall o'er land and sea, 
The boats draw shoreward for the night, 

The flocks wind o'er the quiet lea; 
The lily sleeps by river-brim, 

The wood-bird seeks its downy nest; 
While Twilight sings a vesper hymn 

And lulls the weary world to rest. 
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ROSE AND THORN. 

*T*HE rose is fettered to the thorn 

And life to death. 
From out Time's swinging censer falls 

The bitter-sweet, 
We reach the purple mountain top 

With weary feet, 
All joy comes through soirife grief, all mirth 

Has following tears, 
And briar and blossom lie adown 

The lane of years. 

When Time shall sunder pearl from shell 

And life from death, 
The marble dust shall lowly lie 

And thorn and shell, 
With naught but stone and violets 

The tale to tell, 
While free and glad as bird let loose 

From prison bars, 
The soul — the rose and pearl — shall dwell 

Beyond the stars. 
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BROKEN DREAMS. 

T DREAMED that life was new and that the spring 

Perennial smiled; 
I woke — O, it was winter and the wind 

So bitter-wild— 
Break not, O heart, that thought to bloom, 
Spring-light must dawn from darksome gloom. 

I dreamed that love was new and that your lips 

To mine were pressed, 
I woke — but you lay calmly, silent, still, 

Asleep, at rest; 
But better, Love, that it was so, 
I would not have you see my woe. 

Sleep, gentle flowers, beneath the folding snow, 

My heart can wait, 
Sleep, Love, the while across my horizon 

The day grows late, 
Sleep, roses, wake not till the June, 
Sleep soft, Beloved, I follow soon. 
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A BALLAD OF LOVE. 

I. 

f\ SWEET the buds and the silver dew 

And the blush of the dawning day, 
And O, if the skies were always blue 

And if it were always May! 
The heart is the fairest bud of all 

And love is its silver dew, 
Alas! for the tears, the pain of years, 

And the dreams that come not true. 

II. 

O sweet the buds and the silver dew 

And the blush of the dawning day, 
And O, if the skies were always blue 

And if it were always May! 
O, sad the wind and the dusty path, 

Alas! for the birds grown dumb, 
For hearts that wait at the harbor-gate 

For the ships which never come! 
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III. «* 

O, sweet the buds and the silver dew 
And the blush of the dawning day, 

And O, if the skies were always blue 
And if it were always May! 

Alas! for roses that turn to dust, 
For dew that changes to gall, 

For hearts that break for love's dear sake- 
Alas! for the end of it all ! 



i 
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ASLEEP IN THE WHEAT. 

A SLEEP in the wheat, while western winds blow 

O'er meadow and hill, 
Soft rippling the grain and whispering low, 

Where patient and still, 
The meadow lark hides in the tall amber wheat, 
Awaiting the passing of truant feet. 

Asleep in the wheat, in a bower of gold,' 

Soft swayed by the breeze, 

I dream of a field in the days of old, 

Far over the seas, 

The field where the Master went straying one day, 

And some plucked the ears which grew by the way. 

Asleep in the wheat, a bird-song I hear 

Of love and of youth, 
And, dreaming, I see in a vision clear 

The fair gleaner, Ruth, 
She following after the reapers all day, 
They dropping for her the ears by the way, 
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Asleep in the wheat, I dream of the seed 

Which fell on good ground 

And yielded the harvest. O'er hillside and mead 

There cometh the sound 

Of western winds rustling the low bending wheat, 

And whispering to it these stories sweet. 
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WHERE THOU DWELLEST. 

T LOOK afar where radiant skies 
With pearly clouds are spread, 
Perhaps to thee the clouds are dark 

And skies seem dull as lead, 
But crystal skies and pearls I see, 
And where thou dwellest they should be^ 

From out the east there comes the scent 

Of lily-bloom and rose, 
Perhaps the bloomless, poison weed 

Beside thee rankly grows, 
But all is scent of flowers to me 
And where thou dwellest flowers should be* 

But what are perfumed winds to me, 

A rose blooms in my heart, 
And purer pearls than cloudland gems 

Bid shadow clouds depart; 
On them I think and dream of thee, 
For where thou dwellest I would be; 
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GRAVES. 

A MOUND, a stone and violets, 

A bird-song in the air, 
A child that gathers flowers, and lets 

The wind play with its hair; 
A field of wheat across the hedge 

Rippled by fairy hands, 
A silver stream that downward runs 

To cheer the lower lands. 



No mound, no stone, no violets — 

A blue sea overhead, 
A sobbing wind that ne'er forgets 

Its chanting for the dead; 
Beneath the stars on summer nights 

That deep blue grave, how fair, 
The while upon the shore the waves 

Beat low, as if in prayer. 
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No mound, no stone, no violets, 

No wind, nor wave, nor star, 
A spot where memory forgets 

What spring and summer are; 
Deeper it lies than deep-sea graves, 

From land and sea apart, 
O, grave so sad and desolate, 

O, grave within the heart. 
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TO A CHILD ASLEEP. 

/^HILD that smilest in thy sleep, 
All the dreamland fancies keep, 
Comes a time when thou shalt weep- 
Sweetly slumber on. 

Child with angels fair at play, 
Forget not all they do and say, 
Comes a dark and dreamless day — 
Sweetly slumber on. 

Child that hearest angels sing, 
Let not all their songs take wing, 
Memory is a precious thing — 
Sweetly slumber on 

From the flowers around thy feet, 
Pluck one star-eyed blossom, sweet, 
Winter comes with rain and sleet — 
Sweetly slumber on. 
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Dreams were made to fade and die, 
Catch them all before they fly. 
Thou wilt need them by and by — 
Sweetly slumber on. 

Twine a wreath of flower and song, 
For the future drear and long, 
Love will make the faint heart strong — 
Sweetly slumber on 
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A MOORISH SERENADE. 

I. 

/^REAT are the sands of the plain, Lavene, 

Greater my love for thee, 
Sweet is the shade of the palm, Lavene, 

Sweeter thy lips to me; 
Life is a desert, the noontide is nigh, 

Thou, an oasis, Lavene, 
Over the sands to the well-spring I fly, 

Open thine arms, Lavene. 

II. 

Fair is the gleam of the sail, Lavene, 

Fairer thy soul to me, 
Fast beat the waves on the shore, Lavene, 

Faster, my heart for thee; 
Life is a sea with a storm ever nigh, 

Thou art a haven, Lavene, 
Over the waves to a refuge I fly, 

Open thine arms, Lavene. 
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III. 

Love 'not my jewels and gold, Lavene, 

Love me and not my song, 
Love, as the stars love the night, Lavene, 

Tremblingly, fervently, long; 
Over the desert and over the sea 

Be thou my bright star, Lavene, 
Beam on me, smile on me, l$ht me to thee, 

Open thine arms, Lavene. 
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IN BLOSSOM TIME. 

"\1 7"E never thought that such a flower 

• Was meant for earth, 
And when she came, we hailed it as 

An angel's birth; 
An angel, from our arms she slipped 

To starward climb — 
'Twas long ago, this sad farewell, 

In blossom time. 



* 



Now through some star she downward looks, 

We upward gaze, 
With her the spring of heaven, with us 

The autumn haze; 
She prays for us, we try to catch 

The song she sings, 
Perhaps amid the night we hear 

Her rustling wings. 
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But hope dies not, 'tis heaven's own flower 

Secure from blight, 
The sun hides not alway his face, 

Soon comes the light; 
Each year when spring-bells, pure and sweet, 

Ring out their chime, 
We feel that we shall meet her in 

God's blossom time. 
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PLANT EOSES. 



A LAS 1 the heart-aches in the world, the tears, 
The grief, the loss, the sorrows that befall 
The weary feet that tread the lane of years, 
The eyes that see no roses on the wall. 



Tired hands that fain would bind the yellow grain, 
Their only recompense a sheaf of tares, 

Dull ears that hear but stifled sobs of pain 

And lips almost grown tired of pleas and prayers. 

Plant roses, Friends, plant roses 1 Heaven forbid 
That thorns should ever more abundant spring 

Or that one rosebud less should bloom amid 
The tangled vines that to the ruin cling. 

Plant roses, Friends, plant roses, fear ye not 

The desert places or the barren soil, 
God will unfold the blossoms, and the spot 

In fragrant thanks repay your little toil. 
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Plant roses for their own sweet sakes, dear Friend, 
What half so sweet as budding roses, pray ? 

And be assured that when shall come the end 
Thy path shall bloom a fragrant bower of May. 

Happy thy fate, if, when the day grows late 
And dust to dust is spoken of thy clay, 

Some soul shall whisper at the church-yard gate, 
"He planted roses all along the way!" 
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SOME DAY. 

COME day sweet dreams will all come true, 
The cloudy skies will change to blue, 

Some day. 

Life's sorrow will not tarry long, 
Some day our grief will change to song — 

Some day. 

Some day our prayers will answered be, 
The mountain stream will reach the sea, 

Some day. 

Be still my anxious soul and wait, 
Some day thou'lt reach life's wicket gate — 

Some day. 

Some day the weary feet will rest, 
The hands be crossed upon the breast, 

Some day. 
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Mid earthly gloom we close our eyes, 

Some day to wake in Paradise — 

Some day. 



SHE AND I. 45 



SHE AND I. 

HPHEY gathered white roses — they came in the 
gloom, 

The sweet summer sunshine had fled, 
And the only color that shone in the room 

Was the golden glow of her head; 
So still the shuttle, so silent the loom — 

Do the dead know that they are dead ? 



They wreathed in her tresses a jessamine spray, 

Her white hands clasping a rose; 
Did she mark that hot tear-drops, instead of dew, lay 

In the petals of each? God knows! 
I pressed her cold hand as I tore me away — 

But she kept her eyelids closed! 



The pink flush of morning crept over the sea, 

She neither saw, felt it, or knew; 
I stooped by the casket on low-bended knee, 
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And wet the white petals anew — 
"O tears ! sink through petals and white hands, and see 
If her heart will not answer to you! 



ft 



In her hands the rose — when the time comes to wake 

In that far off land of lands, 
She will see the flower that I culled for her sake, 

And placed in her waxen hands; 
She will see the tears — will her fond heart break 

When she sees and understands ? 
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A BIT OF LANDSCAPE. 

C* LOSE where the stream that southward steals 

From vales of vine and rose, 
And casting off its reedy robes 

Into San Pablo flows, 
With feet just touched by dimpled waves 

The sleeping beauty lies, 
O'er shadowed by the dusky wings 

Of purple Tamalpais. 



All day with dreamful shadowy eyes 

She looks across the bay, 
And notes the white sail fall and rise 

And with the sunlight play, 
Till swiftly through the eastern straits 

It darts like startled fawn, 
And far within the purple haze 

It glimmers and is gone. 
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When eve steals down the wooded hills 

And shadows veil the bay, 
She loves to watch the light-house gleams 

Shine o'er the drifting spray; 
Till gazing long she sinks to rest, 

Lulled by the dreamy tide, 
While faint, pale gleams of moonlight creep 

Far down the mountain side. 
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AN OLD SONG. 

I. 

TUST outside the window 

I listening stand, 
The starlight is kissing 

The silver-robed land, 
The rose angels bathing 

The roses with dew, 
The sky and the violets 

Plighting anew. 

II. 
The window half open, 

The light burning low, 
Above, the soft zephyrs, 

Through locust leaves blow; 
A song cleaves the curtains 

And floats 'mid the trees, 
While fingers are pressing 

m 

The ivory keys. 
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III. 



"Flow gently, sweet Afton, J 

O, gently the song, 
Like a rose on a river, 

Went drifting along; 
So sweet-voiced the singer, 

So precious the air, 
That hearing was holy, 

And listening was prayer. 



IV. 

Through memory's curtains 

I hear the same song, 
The voice is my Mother's — 

The years are so long! 
The leaves sigh above me — 

O red rose I fear 
Thy dew will be bitter, 

Because of that tear! 
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V. 

O harp that lies broken, • 

O fond lute unstrung — 
(A grave with blue violets, 

God's peace on her tongue!) 
Flow gently, sweet Aftoft, 

Down to the great sea, 
Sleep gently, beloved, 

My heart is with thee. 
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AFTEE SUNSET. 

"DIRDS asleep in tree-top branches, 
Brooks with fingers on their lips, 
One low line of gold and crimson 

Far beyond the shore-bound ships; 
Twilight shadows in the valley, 

Day-toil dying in the west, 
Twinkling cottage- lights that sweetly 

Mark the woodman's evening rest. 



Heart-birds in the branches sleeping, 

Tears in solemn silence flow, 
Eyes too blurred to see the crimson, 

Golden hues fled long ago! 
Lonely is the sail-less harbor, 

Joy all flown at day's decline — 
O, my heart one hope is left thee, 

After sunset stars will shine! 
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TO-MOEEOW. 

"11 7HAT does she hold in her hand, 

A flower or a weed, 

A rose or a reed? 
They on the sea grope for land, 
We on the land watch for stars, 
And each behind his prison bars 

Waits for To-morrow. 

What is the song she will sing, 
Of joy and of breath, 
Or of grief and death? 

Leaden or golden her wings? 

What does she bind in her hair, 

Withered leaves or roses fair? 
Dark- veiled To-morrow! 

Does her heart beat warm and fast? 

Will she end griefs reign? 

Will she soothe our pain? 
O Heart, when night-shadows are past, 
She will then unveil her brow, 
We shall know in the morn, not now, 

It is God's morrow. 
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MY HEAET AND I. 

T EAVES were green and skies were blue 

In the long ago, 
But the swallows southward fled, 
And the cold winds blow; 
Heart, this question thee I bring — 
"Why so sad the songs I sing?" 

For I know that leaf and sky 

Soon will brightly glow, 

And the singing of the birds 

Melt away the snow! 

Why should not this glad thought bring 

Sunshine to the songs I sing? 

O, the springs that come no more ! 

Leaf, nor bird, nor sky, 
Buried hopes! the changing year 

Bids them deeper lie; 
Heart, let fall a tear for them, 
While I chant their requiem. 



LOOSE BEADS. 



J 
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AFTER THE STORM. 

*C*AIR diamonds and pearls and rarest of gems 

Are dropping from every tree, 
And a flower on the cliff looks out through its tears 

And smiles at the sunlit sea. 



A dove in the eaves with rain-jeweled wing 
Coos soft to its trembling mate, 

And a pure, white sail, like a sainted soul, 
Glides in at the harbor gate. 
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OCCURRENCE. 



T AST night a star from Azureland 

Shot through the silent air, 
It clasped its trembling hands, and fell 
Out in the dark, somewhere. 



Last night a soul from Lifeland fled, 

We cannot tell how far, 
Perhaps its angel mission was 

To seek the fallen star. 
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BROKEN CISTERNS. 

T^HEY lie amid the lonesome desert wastes 

With nothing nigh 
Save rasping sand, and neath the leaden stare 

Of friendless sky — 
And yet we little heed it when 'tis said, 

" That heart is dead/ " 



Ah, yesl They lost their beauty and their light 

So long ago!. 
And all,. the streams ran outward, with no trace 

Of inward flow — 
Sometimes a Jew, hot, silent tear-drops fall, 

But that is all. 
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AD ASTEA PER ASPERA. 

A ROUGH road to the stars! Some day 
How short will seem the traveled way, 
How loud will swell the victor's song — 
Press on, O heart, be brave! Be strong! 
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ON THE BEIDGE. 



THEN. 

"DELOW, the shining stream, 
Above, the starlight beaming, 
Arm-clasped we stood between the gleams, 
And life and love were wrapped in dreams — 

Were we but dreaming? 



NOW. 

The beaming stars above, 
The gleaming water under, 
I by the stream, she o'er the stars, 
Looking this way through silver bare — 
Which star, I wonder 1 
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A HOSE. 

A S SLIGHT a thing as a rose may be 

A stepping stone, 
Whereby some soul may step from earth 
To love's high throne. 
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BEYOND. 

T ONG is the flight and lonely the way 

As the bird flies home at close of day, 
But calm is the sleep and sweet the rest 
After it reaches its downy nest. 

Rough is the road and long seems the day 
As the pilgrim journeys on his way, 
But bright is the joy and sweet the peace 
After this troublesome life shall cease. 
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EOSE AND BTJE. 



T^HE night and day together bring 

The peaceful twilight hour, 
Of rain and summer sun is born 

The fragrant meadow-flower; 
The wind-tossed wave and starlit air 

Beget the sparkling foam, 
The cross and crown together seek 

To lead life's pilgrim home. 
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SUNSET. 



"DINK clouds, the smiling pages of the sun, 

Glide slowly by, 
Like new-born hopes that cast a roseate glow 

O'er life's gray sky. 



Alas! That king and pages all, should sink 

Into the sea, 
And leave Pate's bitter shades to quickly close 

Round you and me. 



3< 
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MEMOEY. 

T^EW friends around life's lattice twine, 

New songs the birds repeat, 
But ah, the old are truer still, 

The new are not so sweet; 
We love to hear the echo-years 

Whose waves we sail no more, 
As soft they beat in dreamy rhyme 

On Memory's pearl-strewn shore! 
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THEEADING THE MAZE. 

T IKE castaway on starless sea, 
Or traveler mid the desert sand, 

We thread the labyrinth of years 
And see no guiding hand. 

At morn the sailor greets a sail, 

A well-spring glads the traveler's eye, 

And, waking, we shall see how near 
The City's walls we lie. 
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LINES FOR AN ALBUM. 



\\ 7RITTEN names will bring back faces, 
Faces bring back vanished days, 

Days whose lights and shades are softened, 

Viewed through Memory's golden haze. 
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AN EPITAPH. 

TN her heart the peaceful quiet. 

Heaven granted; 
In our hearts the blooming roses 

Which she planted. 
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TELLING THE TALE, 



« 

A LAS, how swift the year goes by — 
A spring-time kiss, an autumn sigh, 
A summer bird, a winter sky — 
The tale is told! 



Ah me, how fast our life days fade! 
A bud, a rose, a leaf decayed, 
And then a low grave, newly made — 
The tale is told! 
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THE GAKMENT'S HEM. 

TT ER faith was great — the Savior's lips were mute, 

She stooped and touched — "Depart in peace/' 
He said; 

Her faith had bloomed and brought forth sweetest 
fruit- 
To-day as then, " Faith without works is dead." 
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GRAY SKIES. 



A CROSS the pansy's dimpled, rounded cheek 
The brown and purple blotches rudely lie, 
But O, how angel-sweet its smile as 

I pass by. 



The violet looked forth with tearful eyes, 
It could not see me for its tears and yet, 
Could I forget the perfume of that 

Violet? 



And you and I — across our horizon 
The dark clouds stretch and veil the sunny sky, 
The while we smile and wait their passing, 

You and I. 



LOCUST BLOOM. 
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PLATING IN THE DARK. 

/^VFT when the daylight fades to twilight gray, 
My fingers wander idly o'er the keys, 
The while my thoughts fly to the Far-away, 
As pearls, wave-drifted, float across the seas. 

And as Night's sable curtain lower falls, 

The air is filled with echoes soft and sweet, 

And as they wind through Memory's hallowed halls, 
They bid my fingers all the notes repeat. 

Tis then I catch the scent of locust bloom, 
And hear the chiming bell for morning prayer, 

While old-time faces light the deepened gloom, 
And songs we sang float through the enchanted air. 
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ALMA MATER. 

\>TY HEART is filled with memories 

Of happy days gone by, 
• I fain woyld sing of Memory, 

For Memory and I 
Have walked together, side by side, 
Since golden gates swung open wide 
And I walked down the locust lane, 
And out across an unknown plain, 
While college hall and college wall 
Grew dusky in the even-fall. 

We often talk of old-time friends, 

Dear Memory and I, 
And wonder how it fares with them — 

(Some in the church-yard lie;) 
And often when the day grows late 
I stand at Memory's garden gate, 
And listen while she sings so low 
The hallowed songs of long ago, 
While 'round me like a purple haze, 
Float thoughts and dreams of by-gone days. 
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We think of all the holidays, ^ 

Sweet Memory and I, 
The days spent on the pleasant hills 

Beneath a cloudless sky; 
The longer journeys that we made, 
The pleasant visits that we paid, 
The parting for the devious climes, 
The welcome at the meeting times, 
The "Open Sessions" and the day 
Which always crowns the month of May. 

O, Alma Mater! Mother mine! 

The years have raised a wall, 
Thou cans't not see my outstretched hands, 

Thou cans't not hear my call; 
But if thine eyes are sometimes wet, 
Thy sad heart filled with vain regret, 
And if thou thinkest 'tis thy lot 
To be unthought of and forgot, 
O, let these few weak verses be 
A pledge from Memory and me! 
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TO M. C. A. OF '77. 

•X'HY pen! Fair writer, did some angel bright, 
In roaming o'er the fields of azure bloom, 
Drop from its pearl-white wings a starlit plurrte 
Down fluttering at thy feet? And did some flight 
Of skyland elfs, from far off sunset isle, 
Bear hence o'er twilight wave an angel's smile 
And lighting up life's pages bid thee write? 
Else how could shine thy words of peace and love, 
Thy pencilled lines replete with heavenly thought, 
Like Cloudland barks that sail the sea above 
And westward float with sunset jewels fraught? — 
Still sing of peace and beauty, buds divine, 
May angels of these flowers thy laurels twine I 
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SHIPS IN POET. 



HPO-DAY our ships come into port! 

Across strange waters, 'neath strange skies, 
To-day each white-sailed vessel flies; 
From distant shores in far-off seas, 
From isles of palm and orange trees, 
From land of pines and land of snows, 
From sheltered vales of vine and rose, 
Our ships come into port. 

To-day our ships come into port! 
The year was long, the sea was wide, 
And devious the wind and tide; 
The ports of life are scattered far, 
And no two watch the same bright star, 
And yet, as rolls the year around, 
Across the dim horizon's bound 
The white sails glimmer in the sun, 
And e're the daytime sands are run 
Our ships come into port. 
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To-day our ships come into port! 
The sunlight smiles o'er sea and land, 
The waves beat gently on the sand, 
The boats rock idly on the bay, 
And hearts are glad this bright May day! 
Old friends, old faces, everywhere, 
And something in the very air — 
A whisper from the sloping hill, 
Where two we love lie cold and still, 
Bidding us watch and wait and pray, 
And journey in the narrow way; 
Thoughts of the friends who mingled here, 
"Though lost to sight, to memory dear," 
Perhaps a few sad tears may flow, 

Thinking of thee, sweet Long Ago. 

"Roses bloom in summer only," 

Yet their perfume lives alway, 
Birds fly south, and yet their music 
Cheers us through a winter day. 

Suns go down, and still the starlight 
Whispers of the golden dawn — 

O, the charm of joys remembered, 
When the joys are dead and gone. 
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Memory, thou dear enchantress! 

Bathed amid thy magic dew, 
Though nhe clouds be dark above us, 

Through them we can see the blue. 

Though our hearts be filled with sadness. 

Smiles shall mingle with our tears, 
And the sweetest flowers blossom 

From the dust of vanished years. 

To-day our ships come into port! 
And yet, when comes the morrow morn, 
By winds of fate and fancy borne, 
Again we sail the sea of Time 
And wander each in different clime; 
God grant a swift and safe return 
To where the homelights brightly burn; 
God grant the year may happy be, 
God grant his love to you and me; 
May winds be fair and skies be blue; 
May seas be calm and storms be few; 
May doves of peace perch on each mast 
And guard us 'till the journey's past, 
Until all toil and care shall cease 

In that blest port, the. Port of Peace. 
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NEAR NAPA. . 

A PEN PICTURE. 

TPHE day flies out on golden wing, 

And fluttering, in the west, 
The burnished feathers fill the air 

And flake the mountain crest; 
While far, the down flies o'er the hill 

And flecks the steeple vane, 
And trickling through the locust trees, 

Goes wandering down the lane. 



To south the valley downward runs 

To meet the white-specked bay; 
To north the meadows calmly stretch — 

Helena far away; 
Across the vale lie dim-lined hills, 

The river at their feet, 
And Tulocay, embroidered 'round 

With fields of yellow wheat. 
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Behind the hills the low-down sun 

Gives back one parting look; 
And Nature, weary of the day, 

Closes the landscape book. 
O, never will earth's eyelids ope 

Where fairer scenes arise, 
The counterpart but smiles beyond 

The walls of Paradise. 
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PACES AND SONGS. 

CO often through the changing year .• 

Familiar faces seem to press 
Close to my own, the while I hear 

Sweet songs so full of tenderness, 
I almost think that present days 

Are but a dim and holy dream, 
From which I will but soon awake, 

To live among the things that seem. 

Old schoolmates! Friends I've missed so long, 

Those smiling faces are your own, 
The music is the chapel song 

Amid the locust branches blown; 
With strands of friendship's golden cord 

Within my heart your pictures hang, 
And Memory plays upon her lute 

All the dear songs which once we sang. 



LOCUST BLOOM. 85 

The days and weeks and months and years 

Have raised a wall so very high, 
I cannot see your smiles or tears, 

You will not know the hour I die; 
But still those sunny days of song 

And your dear faces are the stars, 
Which light my pathway now and still 

Will shine beyond death's prison bars. 
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TULOCAY. 

"fir HERE the valley southward winding 

Looks across the bay, 
Cypress-bowered and ivy-mantled 

Lies fair Tulocay; 
On its slopes and in the valley 

Where the waters sing 
Lie the low, green tents, whose curtains 

Never outward swing. 

From the town beneath the locusts 

Sounds day's busy hum, 
From the fields with gold o'er-laden 

Songs of reapers come; 

• 

Far the wild-dove's note is echoed 

O'er the quiet glade, 
Where the hill-slopes, twilight tinted, 

Woo the evening shade. 
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Seems the spot so near to heaven 

At the holy hour, 
When the angel hand of evening 

Culls the sunset flower; 
With the far hills robed in purple, 

Crimson at the crest, 
And a white sail slowly gliding 

Down the yellow west. 

Here alone, would I be resting, 

When life's day is o'er, 
Watching for the angel boatman 

From the starry shore, 
Listening for the eve-hushed echoes 

O'er the shadowy bay, 
Waiting here the golden dawning 

Of the perfect day! 



TEN SONNETS. 



^ 
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A LEGACY. 

]^ gold, no gems, no keepsake laid away 

In napkin white; no heir-loom dark with rust 
Of long past years; not e'en a crumbling spray 

Of myrtle-vine or rosebud turned to dust; 
Nor yet a golden curl tied doubly fast 

With ribbon blue, nor tiny shoe, nor toy — 
Not such a legacy the phantom Past 

Hath left me to recall life's grief or joy. 
One tear-stained day when came the word " Depart ! 

And nothing here remained but marble dust, 
I placed a dear memento in my heart, 

And kept it holy as a heavenly trust; 
This souvenir whose sacred name I trace — 
Tht graven image of my Mother's face. 
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NIGHT. 



Day Dies Behind The Crimson Bars, 

And Night Brings Forth Her Silver Stars. 

T ow sinks the flaming orb of day, and wide 
The sunset gates on golden hinges swing, 

As Daylight through them glides on folded wing, 
With Eve and dusky Twilight at her side. 
•Calm Night lets gently down the bars of gold, 

Which stretch far o'er the purple mountain-height, 
And soft the stars flock out from azure fold, 

To wander o'er the radiant fields of light. 
Queen Nature sleeps and smiles amid her dream, 

As steals on starlit air Love's serenade, 
While soft the moon bright gilds the silent stream, 

And floods with silver light the dreamy glade. 
As sleeps the world the soul takes heavenly wing, 
And with the silent stars goes wandering. 
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SILVEE POPLABS. 



A GAINST a sky translucent and serene 

The tall trees stand with darksome leaves downcast, 

Dreaming, perhaps, of some day in the past, 
Some day like this when clouds came not between 
The earth and sky, and gladsome Joy was nigh. 

Immutable the leaves, the boughs unswayed, 

Casting below a deep and gloomy shade, 
Unmindful of the summer air or sky, 
But see! The tripping winds glide softly down, 

And through the trees in playful glee they run, 
And every leaf so lately sad and brown 

Is silver now and singing to the sun! 
O heart, though sombre now thy life may be, 
Some day the silver side will turn toward thee. 
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THE FAB, BLUE HILLS. 

A CROSS the valley's breadth they dimly rise, 
A long, low line of limpid amethyst, 

Floating amid a sea of amber mist 
Beneath a sky brimful of sunset dyes. 
A little spot of sapphire shines above, 

And just below a thin, white wreath of smoke 

Joins blue to blue — (stronger than this the yoke 
Which joins my heart unto the heart I love!) 
Across the far, blue hills my heart doth reach, 

Adown their twilight-tinted, sea-washed slopes, 
And out across the waves that flood the beach 

I send my white-sailed ships, — my dreams, my 
hopes — 
Haply they reach the far, enchanted isle 
Where day doth dawn when ever thou dost smile! 
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OFF POINT PINOLE. 



'T'O north, the winding stream that downward flows 
Through tangled tule, specked with here and there 

A white sail, bearing south a cargo rare, 
From nestling valleys filled with vine and rose. 
To south, the city, shrouded in a pall, 

Wound in and out through tapering tower and mast, 

To east, the straits through which men fiercely passed 
When life and love were nought, and gold was all! 
To west, the cottage lights of San Rafael 

Gleam 'neath the shadowy slopes of Tamalpais— 
Hark! Softly sounds a sweet- toned vesper bell, 

(San Pablo just beyond yon hill-top lies,) 
And o'er my head the shrieking sea-gulls flock, 
Seeking a chill night's rest on cold Red Rock. 
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MAY. 

/*"\ MAIDEN May! I hail thy presence sweet, 
As thy fair robe far trails across the hills 
And down among the meadows where the rills 

So playfully their springtime song repeat. 

Lightly I tread upon thy garment green, 

And stoop to cull the gems which thy fair hand 
Has scattered over hill and meadowland, 

With bounteousness, so deftly and unseen, 

And as I stray along the dewy way 

And add new treasures to my glittering store, 

I would that thou might'st ever with us stay, 
And wander to a distant clinxe no more, 

For by thy presence thou dost cheer the earth, 

And change our winter-grief to summer-mirth. 
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INSIDE THE CONVENT WALL. 

A H, here is peace! The world is far away — 
(Walk three short steps and lo, the busy street!) 
Only an echo of the wheels and feet 

Reaches this spot where noise has turned to clay. 

Across the graveled walks the gray nuns glide, 

The grass grows greenly 'neath the summer heat, 
And golden butterflies the warm air beat, 

Then upward float and pass the other side. 

I wonder if the wings invisible 

Beat hard against the windows of the soul. 

If worldless life and routine e'er seem dull, 
And other pathways beckon toward the goal; 

Far in some nave the vesper soundeth sweet — 

(Walk three short steps and lo, the busy street!) 
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A LIFE THOUGHT. 



T 1 THEN all our days shall be but yesterdays, 
And we stand waiting for the sun to rise 
Above the far-off hills where oft our eyes 
Have vainly watched for morning's ruddy blaze, 
What joy unto the heart to know that henceforth all 
The clouds of doubt and shrouds of burning tears, 
Can no more veil the light of fujture years, 
Nor cast the dreary gloom of even-fall; 
And though with slow-tuned vesper-hymn we break 
The starlit stillness of our earthly night, 
Yet when He shall uncurtain 'Heaven's light 
And bid our weary souls in rapture wake, 
How loud the anthem then our hearts will raise 
To Him who lighteth the Eternal Days. 
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NAPA VALLEY. 

"C*AIR is the valley of the blue and gold! 
Above shine skies of amethystine hue, 

While far and near, impearled with morning dew, 
The yellow grain springs from the fertile mould. 
Close by a stream which winds from far away, 

The lovely City of the Wood-nymphs lies, 

By Flora, almost hid from mortal eyes, 
And far to south the white sails speck the bay. 
Here St. Helena proudly holds her sway 

And woos soft breezes from the western sea, 
While Health and Peace and Joy her will obey, 

And Learning 'neath her scepter bends the knee. 
Here, traveler, rest and make life's sunset sweet, 
The Edenland of earth lies at thy feet. 
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SEA AND STAR. 

f^\ STAR, that leanest from thy lattice height, 

How leap the waves in lover-like unrest 1 
They fain would kiss thy brow so silver white 

And find their long-sought haven on thy breast. 
Sweet songs from distant shores of rose and palm 

Are wafted skyward from their trembling lips, 
The burden of their song is rest, for balm, 

Such as they give the coral-caverned ships. 
O Star that shinest o'er Life's troubled waves! 

Rest is the burden of our song to-day, 
Ah, the sweet quiet of the mossy graves, 

The tranquil sleep of those that are away! 
O, while 'mid tears we softly say "Thy will," 
Speak Thou unto the waters, "Peace, be still 1" 
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